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PROLOGUE.

“It Breaks the speed limit to
smithereens.””

That’s a candid opinion about
this may have
been fafes, but nol re-
cently. aeroplane of a
yarn, fast that wyon
lose your breath while you fol-
Tow it. But you don't need any
breath, anyway. because yon fnr-
getf about respiration with your
eyes on reading of this kind.

.l'."l'cr'\.' man has his day -»faf&}'s

story. There
swiftler

It’s an
maving so

Yours may have come and youa

may be smimming in the full tide
of forfune 1 read how P.
Sybarite found his. If your own
ship s still in the offing, you
will enjoylearning how fhe little
ficaded bookkeeper
and an heireas,
foiled all kis enemies and had
some the ad-
veniures cver penned—all in less

S0,

spunky red

won a fortune
most

of amazing

time than it takes the hour hana
to round the clock dial twice.

CHAPTER L
The Dub.
Syrbarite mnsed
:nP
led Then with
extrnordinary vel wence he continned.
crescendo St stagnant-sepulchral
sempiternally-sticky
He I
words, pomsdered with

forli

Sl
oth and

head,

breath

bended

paused for |

dingly.

in &

his birows
peErorn d

15 with emotion

he voice
remul
Even that comprehensive monosriia
tory
P
tongue
his

from satisfa
the
mother
stricken,

bie was far

“Oh, what's
despaired. His
seemed porerty
wit inndequate.

Perched on
very tall stool, his siender legs frater

use ™™ Sybarite
ftuelf

native

nizing with its iegs in apparentiy inex- |

dig- |

elhows
ink stalned
desk., chiin

tricable intimacy. sharp
Fing inte the mnickel and
bed of a counting house

some six inches above the pages of n |

huge leather covered ledger, hair rom-
pled and fretful, mouth doleful, eres
isconsolate—he gzioomed—

On this, the eve of his thirty-second
birthdsy and likewise the tenth anni-
servitude, the

ance of P barite was elaborately

normal—vyarying. as it did. but slightiy
~. Trom one year's end 1o the other

versary of his

=5

\His occupation had fitted his henad |

shoulders with a deceptive hnt

the

and
none His
means had endowed him with n single
outworn suit of ready made clothing
The raddy brown hair thatching his
well modeled hen uine color
ing. friendiy blue eyes and moblile lips
sugzesting Irish Hneage, and his hands
ch. thouzh thin and elouded with
™ of Ink, were strong and grace-

lesm nDerer sLoOp

I like the slender feet in his shabby |

rhoes, carried oot the suggestiom with
an added kint of gentle hlood

The place was the counting room In
the warehouse of Messrs
Wimper, hides nnd skins

The bouse—impregunable lair of
the from leeored smug
st the sen ntmosphere
suony April
o1 a walled
front-

WaAry
sme)

which It

nee at sWioet
lie lower city on a
nrday affernoon—occap
arch of the Brookiyn bridge.
on Frapkfort street. New York
Immured In thi=s retreat. P. Srbarite
was very much shut away from all joy
{ob (which
with glant
and

of liviog—alone with his £15
wresprnt nothing presead
nlr and
that
smell of

To na of

nt

A i ite {nteriocntor ennal,

with t. brutish, impiacable
KmMe

abroptly apd with
Mr. George Broas, shipping
clerd ntrodnesd bmwny
man In shirt sleeves,

cap of sofl linen

CErEnonT,
nimes'f »
¥Young
visoriess
l "l he ot T 1
yon"— gald George. and checked
a rode Presently he

& mirt? to per

spnvelope
*(h
riegle
sufMicient!s
vt of unet jon of the fol

g erypl

% el
low it exciamal

“Oh. vrou

"

.‘fv‘--:\.".'ol-.'r."'.-."l--.
A0W YOU CAN GAIN
FLESH AND STRENGTH

Those

who are
run

weety b

and
Gfown should he-
time
yYear to

every ef

gin at this

regaln

and

tih. Phyal-

prescribe

best tonlic
body build

ather,
Medicine
')‘
ymposeed of

and
er, F
J i Ts
berause i
and whole

nts. which
Lol ¥ it
& Or stirt

It will |}

i L'

WAS S)- |

the polished seat of a |

L]
appear

Whizham & |

wenring a |
in one |

TP P—— | ant Ki2 Tinnds in n manner hused apon |

n somewhar hazy comception of the for
mnin ol wolf deefense Then-
3eorges ross sat uap the dusty
eritepr flopr, batted  his rmefnily |
rulibed the bhack of his head and wor
volsd ot the reverberations inside Iz i
“®ar,” he ejsculated. with fervid

an
eres,

! feeling. ~did vou do thut to me? {

“1 did.” returned P Sybarite cartly. |

“Want me to prove it?”

“Plenty. thanks,” returped the. ship- |
ping clerk morosely as he pleked Wim- |

| self up and dusted off his clothing.
! “GGee., you got a wallop like the kick of

| hastily,

1 “You ifitie rascal’™ continned George, |

| hrandishing the envelope. “You're &
| alv one. yon are, always signin® yFour
| name ‘P. Sybarite’ and pretendin® your
! maiden mn'nskf.'r wins ‘Pete But now
we know vou. Tnke off them whisk-
ers—FPercevall™
A really wise mind reader
have called n pollceman then
there. for mayhem was the leust of
he crimes contemplated by P. Syba-

wonld
nand

~“If that letter's for me,” he said

quietls. “give it here. please.”

“Specinl d'liv'rr—jus’ come” an-
nounced George. *“Oh, ron Perceval—
Esquire™

The letter was torn rudely from his
grasp

“Here! he cried resentfully. “*Where's |

your manners—Percevall”

Domb with impotent ruge. I'. Syba.
rite climbed back on his stoeol, while
George sat down at his desk and. with
2 jeer, Wuitched the bookkeeper care
fully slit the envelope and withdraw

| its Inclosures

Iznoring him, P. Sybarite ran his eye

through the few jines of notably care

less feminine handwriting;
My Dear Perceval-=Mother and 1 had
janned to take pome friends 1o the then
tonight and bought a box for the
| Knickerbocker several weeks ago. but
now we have declded tno go to Mrs. Had
ley -Owen’s post Lenten masguerads ball
and as n s cnrn
tckets 1 thou
iem. They

Of eourse 3

e ol 4
poasilds
Otie £

rsiead,

u the

might like ¢t

iz w —.C."

o =it stage box with

but perhaps you won't mind If you do

maybe vou know somebody else who could
go properly dressed. Your mffectionate
cousin, MAE ALYS
Drawing to him one of the Whig
ham & Wimper letterheads, I*. Syba
dipped a pen, briefly.

and wrote rapidly and freely in A& mi

nute hand:

Dear Maes Alys—Fversy
You know mine Pocketing
bounty ith mlil
v becoming in a poor

ested for appearing in

=4
LR
J TIAY

it m dress sult,

considered

rite

Ay
atlaiad falne
je, 1 the
de and hn

relation. And if a
the
solemnly to brazen it out,
bought the ticksts my
NSPAper
trust

pretend that |
or atole them
s lgnorant of our
me and 1oy
mean 10 enjoy

st
i kesp the n
I__:._ i"'r'\r
as m

not. &0

e masque ch as |
he plms
And If you would do me
favors, Id vou evers
cuss to write me on any matter. p *
by the initiais of ms

the grente=t of

shot

wn a Svba-
igence aof my frisnds can
fave me the further degradation of be-
tnz known as a Perceval
With thanks renswed profound, |
remain, all things considered remoiely
yours, P. BYBARITE
Thls setled aud addressed In a
stamped envelope; then be stued ronnd

besn |

nnd

he

box without evening clothes | p.'nm'.!e:
i fallen to thinking of other matters

a mule, Per'— [
*“Cut that!™ |
“I'. &, | mean"” George amended |

“Why dido't you ever tell ma

you was the Big Smoke's sparrin’ part-

ner ¥

“I'm not and never was, and further-
more I didno’t hit you.” replied P. Syba- !
rite. “AN 1 did was to let you fall
over my foot and bnmp your head on |
the fioor. Better accept my offer and |
be friends.” |

“Never ¢all you Per”—

“Don’t say It .y

“Oh, all right—all right.” George |
ngreed plaintively. “And If | promise
I'm in on that thenter party 7"

“That's my offer.” !

“It's hard,” George sighed regretful-
I¥. "But whatever yon say goes. I'll
keep your secret.” |

“Good!” FP. Sybarite extended one |
of bis small. delicately modeled hands. |
“Shake,” sald he, smiling wistfully. |

F. Sybarite and Mr. Bross, with at
least every outward semblance of cgm- :
plete amity were presently swinging
<houlder to shoulder up the sunny side |
of lower BEroadway. |

“Lis'n,” George interjected of a sud- |
den. “l wanna know where yvou pick i
ed up all that classy footwork ?™”

“Oh" returned P. S. carelessly, .l
used to . spar a bit with the fellows
when [ was at—ab—when I was young |
er.”

“Huh! You mean when you was ai

i

o

" colledge.™

[

| “They

“Tlense yourself,” sald
wearily,

“Well, you was at colledge oncet. |
wasn't you?™" i
“1 was"™ . & admitted with relatt-
ance, bt 1 never graduated. When 1!
was twenty-one | had to quit to go to !

work for Whigham & Whimper.™
“G'wan!” ecommented _the other
sin't business twenty

P. Sybarite

heen in

| Fears ™

“I'm only thirty-one.™
“More news for Sweeney. You'll nev-

or see forty sgnin.  Your people had

| mopey, didn’t ther, oncet*”

man has his |

“I've been told so. but If true it onlx |
goes to prove there's nothing in the
theory of heredity.™ H

“1 gotcha,” announced Rross,
prolonged and painful analysis,

“How " asked P. Sybarite, who had

upon

*1 mean_ 1 just dropped to your high
mind my own business. All |
8. Far be it from me to wanta

sign to
right. P

! pry into your past.'

aguin Aind an ax- |

He wns & man of word., was
Gearge Rross; not for anything wonid |
he Nave gone bhack on promise to |
keep secret thar afterncon’s titlliating

his

| discovery: lHhewise he wus & covetons

L

on his stool to blink pensively at Mr. |

| Bross

That gentleman having some time
sinre despalred of any response to his
persistent baiting was now preoccu-
pied with a t._.-u.d mirror sund endenv

oring to ernse the smudgze of marking |

ink from hls face with a handkerchief

“It's Do use. George.” observed I
Sybarite presently. Try soap and wa-
ter. I know It's palnful. but. beliere
me, it's the only way I'm
sbhut up shop in just five minutes, and
If rou don't want to xhow rourself on
the street
| opinion between a
| fountain pen™—

bull

| and
| mirror.

putting away
“T'l drown myself if you say
| S0
me to death.™
{ *One thing more.”
Splashing vigorously at the station.
ary wash stand, George looked gloom
| 1y over his shoulder and in sepulchral
accent=s uttered the one word:
“Fhoot!™
“How waonld wou

|

{

like to go to the
thenter tonight®”

“1'd like it so0 hard,” George replied.
' “that I''m aiready dated up for an

evenin® of Intellect’]l enjoyment. Me
| and Sammy Heolt's goin' roand to Ml

ner's Eizht' avenoo and bust up the
| shaw. ™

“I mean a regular show, at a Rroad.
way bouse."

I “Quit your kiddin'" countered Mr
! Broas indulgently. “Come along: 1 got

| an engagemesnt to wnalk home and save
a nlekal, and so've yon ™

“Walit a minute,” insisted . Sybinr

ite. without moving. “I'm

about this I offer you a seat in a
| stuge box at the Knickerbocker thea-
ter tonight to see Otls Ekinner in *Kis-
met,” with Miss Prim. Miss [essing and
myself—on one condition.”
to IL”

“Yon must promise me to quit eall-
ing me Percevnl, here or any place else,
today and forever! And npever tell
anybody, elther.™

George hesitated

“And what If | keep on?”

“Go

! “Then 1'll make up my theater party |

without rou—and break vour neck intas
the hargain.” sald . Svbarite

“You¥ George Inughed derisively
“You brenk my peck? Can the comedy,
beay Why. I counld eat von glive, Per
revnl™

“We're golng to settie thls question
before vou leave this warchouse 1
won't be enlled Perceval by yon ar any
other pink cross between Ha
Intm's nss and & langhing hyena ™

Mr Bross gaped with resentment

“You won't. eh? he sujd strident
Is *1 llke to know what you're golug
to do to stop e, Pere'"— I

P frharite aqmickly toward !
. and George, wl, threw

on retd

=l

Lf.;;u‘n-.!

with u gro

In enrnest ‘

going to |

looking like a difference of |
calf and a

“Gotcha,” Interrupted George, ri-!n:‘
bandkerchief ill:l"]t

Apythin's better'n letting you talk

|

of golng

! moat afloat

| sheet,

soul. lonth to Tforfeit the promised |
trent, but one way or another, that
dav's humilintlon must be balanced !
How to compass this desire. frankly
puzzied him It cownardly
contempinte Knocking blork offn
Sybarite. the disparity of their |
statures forbade: morsover, George en- |
tertained a vexatious suspicion that P.
explanation on his recent |
lud not been altogether dis

were T

the

Syharite's
downfall
ingenuous,

Suddenly it was borne in upon the
shipping clerk that in the probable ar

-

“Say, did you do that te me?™

rangement of the proposed party he
would be expected to dance attendance |
upon Miss Vielet Prim. leaving P.
Bybarite free to devote hlmself to Miss i
Lessing. And he scowled darkly, |

“. 8&'s got bis nerve with him."™ he |
protested privately, “to cop out the one |
pippin In the house all for hix lonely
It's a wonder he wouldn't silip her a
chanet to enjoy hersell with summon !
her own age.

“Not." he admitted roefully,
I'd find it healthy to pull
stulfl with VI lookin® on.™

Then be made an and to envy for t‘u-
time belng. and turned his atrention te
more nhressing concerns And when
at Thirty-eighth street. the Intter made |
an excuse (o part with Gesrge. Instead
home In his compuany. the
shipping clerk was too thoroughly dix
gusted ro question the snhterfize

Tuorning west WS
prampted by that areh ecomedinn
tiny (disgulsed as thirsty to drop lute
Clanecy'as for n «hiell of heoer

Now. in George
erumpled eany of an eveplng paper al
the high e af the
drenched  bnr Reseviing  the
he stwoothed ad von d

“that
any rongh

he pre<sentiy

s

Claney's fonnd
drepes

wlit

It

Put $6 Every
MonthIna Lot

Then the Home Comes Easy

Are you really contented and satisfied with your-
self in regards to savings and especially toward a
Home which every man or woman,whether young
or old is longing for and some day hopes to own.

Sanderson’s and KFiebig's

First addition to South Rock Island offers a golden

opportunity for the home lover.

That

these lots

are desirable is proven by the fact that 8 lots were
sold without hardly an effort on our part.

IX DANDY LOTS LEFT—SEE THEM
AND MAKE YOUR CHOICE

Brashar St
Phone R. I. 841L

For Further Particulars See or Call

W. C. Sanderson or Frank Fiebig

1616 3rd Ave.
Phone R. 1. 457

templated o two column reproduction
in u coarse half tone of a photograph
entitled “Marinn Blessiuzgton.™

Slowly the confusion nnd confound-

| ing of I". Sybarite took sbape and ma-

li;l‘l'Il

He left Clapey's presently. stepping
high., with a mind foretasting
victory.

Meanwhile. [I*. Sybarite walked
slowly on up Broadway a little way,
tlien doalded oo his trall, going softly
until n swilft and stealthy survey west-
ward from the corner of Thirty-eiglhith
street assured him that George was not
gkulking to spy upon him. Thus re
assuredd. he mended his pace and beld
briskly on toward the shopping dis

ttrict.

In twenty
At 6§

hour was feeting.
he G o'clock.

His
minutes it would
gharp Blessington’s wonld close Its
doors. , Distressed. he scurried on.
crossed Thirty-fourth street. almed
himself courageously for the wide en.
trance of the department store, hattled
manfully through tbhe retreating army
of feminine shoppers and gained the
Indies’ glove counter with a seant fif-
teen minutes to spure. He found him-
self before & falr young woman, with a
Heasant manner.

She recognized him, with surprise,
but none the less with a friendly smile.

“Why, Mr. Sybarite"—

In his hearing her volce was rarest
music. He gulped, stammered, “Miss
Lessing!™” and was stricken dumb by
realizntion of his effrontery.

“Can I do anvthing for you?™

He breathed in panic, “Gloves”—

“For a lady, Mr. Sybarite?"

He nodded as expressively as any
automsaton.

“What kind?»

“I—1 don't know.”

“For day or evening wear?'

He wagged a dismal head. *I don't

Eczema All Gone!

If you are troubled with any
form of eczema VNl cAan
lievs vourself of this annoy-
ing allment by using

FOR THE PUBLIC HEALTH
A D A o
TRADE mamw

_F.czema Remedy

I B lentine prepara
thim that direeels Gunteracts
und «liminutres the ~niise of the

and nlds natuce 1o e

althy comditions A

ey, which wae pes
Eiunrantes wleey Fndors-
LN L T I'vug and

3 R

wlges | nd ¥l Fivy

H. O. ROLFS,
Harper Houge Pharmacy,
Exclusive Agents,

i he

| weeks'
sumptuous of hitn to dream that she
| wonuld mecept

Amusement touched her eyes and
lips so charmingly that he thonght of

i the sea at dawn, rimpled by the morn-

ine breeze, gay with the langhter of
voung sunlight.

“Oh, 1 see. You wish to make a
present. Evening gloves are always
acceptable. Does she go often to the
theater?"

“l—don't know,”

“IWell—is she old or yoong?™

“l—ah—counldn’'t say.”

“Mr. Sybarite!” said the young wo-
man, with decislon.

He fixed ar apprehensive gaze to
hers. which inelined to disapproral, if
with reservations.

“Yes, Miss Lessing?™

“Do you really want to buy gloves?

“Noo™

“Then what under the sun do you
want?"

He noticed suddenly that. however
impatient her tone, her eyes were still
kindly. Eyes of lnminous haze! brown
they were. wide open and ciear be-
ueath dark and delicate brows: eves
that assorted oddiy with her hair of
pale, dull gold, rendering her prettiness
both individual and distinctive.

Somehow he found himself more at
ense.

“Please.” he begged humbly., “show
me some gloves—any kind—Iit doesn't
matter—and pretend you belleve I want
to buy 'em. I don't really. I—I only
want—a—ah—word with you before
you go home.™

If this were Impertinence the girl
elected quickly not to resent it. She
turned to the shelves behind her, took
down a box or two and opened them
for his inspection.

“These are very mice,” she suggested
quietly.

“lI think so too.” He grinned un-
easlly. “What I want to say is—will
¥ou be my guest at the theater to-
night?”

“I'm afraid I don't understand you,”
she sald, replacing the gloves.

“With Miss Prim and George Bross,”
amended hastily. “Somebody—a
friend—sent me a box for ‘Kismet.” ]
thought possibly you might care to go
It—it would give me great pleasure.”

Aliss Lesaing held up another pair of
gloves,

“These are £1.59,” she sald absently.
“Why did yoo come here to ask me?’

“I—1 was afraid you might make
some other engagement for the even-
Jup:,"

He conldn’t have served his canse
more handsomely than by uttering just
that transparent evasion. Ilna thought
she understood: at thelr boarding house
lie could have found no ready opportn-

 uity to ask ber save in the presence of
'nilu‘r!i. and he was desperately appre
| hensive lest she rfefose.

After nll, he had reason to be; thev
were oniy table acquaintances of a'few
standinz. It was most pre

Oy the other hand, he was (she cop-
sldered gravels) a decent, manly little

, body

“IU's so good of sou to think of me.™
whe sald \

“Var mean that you—you

will

yme " e eriel. transported.

shn!l e ve Fid il Dol
“Thut's- that's awfly rood of you™
“Now, do plense find
cid of me™

the pirl

he said huskily
<Ome wiy fo et
Smiling quletiy,
the mlove hoxes
*I'm  afraid
want in stock.”
toud. but clenr ecoongh
enrs of her  inguisitive coinborers
‘We're expecting n fresh shipment In
next week —Iif von conld <top in then”
“Thank yon very much,” said P Syb
arite with nnealled for emotion.
He hacked nway awkwardly. spoiled

recoverarn

we haven't what yon

the offect altogerier by lifting hi=s hat, |

wheelid and broke for the donrs and
won his way through them a single in-
stant hefore tliny e¢loeid

(To Be Continued Next Weodneslay.)

Cats and Man.

No s=ubject that Dr. Weir Mitchell
studied, either scientific or socisl, is
more curious than the one he describ-
ed In a little known paper entitled

“Of Allurophobia and the Power to Be |
Near. When |

Consclous of the Cat ns
Unseen and Unheard.”
per Dr. Mitchell declares

In this pa

<he<nid in a voice nor |
to carry to the |

that there
1

are persons who have been able to dis
tingzulsh the presence of n cnt by i
smell, but ennnot sany longer do %9
and yet whbo retain ability to detect
noseen Cnis ,

“It is likely,” he says. “that the eat
emanations may naffect the nervous
srstem through the nassl membrane
althoueh nnrecoznized as odors. Why
these emanations should, if plainiy
perceived as due to cats, canse cer
tain symptoms in those who dread cats
f= readily understood

“The ultimute canse of nnreasonabie
terror of cats [ cannot explain."—Cen-

tury.

Long Winded.
*“Don't you enjoy heariog your wife
discuss quesifons of the hour?"
“When Henrletta discusses any
thing,” replied Mr. Meckton. “it is pet
a question of the hour, It is a gues-
tion of several hours.”—Washington

Star.

Too Cheap.
“Majoliea pitcher brings $653
gale” read Mr=. Fan.
“Huh!" sneered Mr. Fan. “He cant
ne much of a player.”"—Buffalv Ex
press. -

The Confidence ot
the Public

is placed in this bank, simply because the
policies under which it does business are
consistent with all the principles of sound

banking.

Serious minded men and women who are
careful of their expenditures place part of
their income, each week or each month, in

this bank at 4 ", .,

Make Our Bank Your Bank

(ENTRAL TRU

T*»SAVINGS BANK

g ) OCK ISLAND ILLINOIS Q)

H. B CASTEEL, President. M. 8. HEAGY, Vice Pres. H B. Simmon, (s
S8outhwest corner Second avenue and Eighteenth street.




